164                            DRAMA
ORESTES
Alas, alas, for this sad lot of thine!
ELECTRA
Surely thou dost not wail, O friend, for me?
ORESTES
O form most basely, godlessly misused!
ELECTRA
Thy words ill-omened fall on none but me.
ORESTES
Alas, for this thy life of lonely woe!
ELECTRA
Why, in thy care for me, friend, groanest thou?
ORESTES
How little knew I of my fortune's His!
ELECTRA
What hare I said to throw such light on them?
ORESTES
Now that I see thee clad with many woes.
ELECTRA
And yet thou see*st but few of all mine ills.
ORESTES
What could be sadder than all this to see?
ELECTRA
This, that I sit at meat with murderers.